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Disclaimer: Well, | don't think this is true. Just something done when | was bored. No malice intended. 


What you are about to read is the very real, very emotional, very angry diary of William Axl Rose, aka Bill 
Baley. For those of you you have short patience, intolerent of homophobes or conflicting emotions in Axl's case, 
please leave now. For those of you who are reading for some fucked up stories about this messed up 


individual, read, and enjoy. 


19715---Bill Baley's house hold. 


He's going to beat me again. | didn't think | did anything so | mouthed off. Yeah, that was smart Billy. Now l'm 
hiding under the bed. God I'm scared, he's never used a belt before, only his hand. | can hear his voice from 
down the hall. If | die tonight, tell Izzy he can have my posters. Izzy's always been a friend, he hid me when 
my he got drunk, and tried to beat me with a stick. 


Although he can be a little weird--oh shit! He found me. I'm going to die, he's glaring at me, but he's put down 
his belt, and.ch God, he's un-zipping his pants. Now, I'm being turned over, fuck! IT HURTS! | can't help it, my 
tears are flowing down, wetting my shirt. He holds my hips, nails digging into the bone as he thrusts. And | 


know I'm going to have to warsh the blood stains from my ripped blue jeans. 


White sticky cums all around me now, he's pulling up his pants, and leaving. Fuck, it hurts, | cant even move. 


That wasn't right, guys don't do that to other guys... He supposed to be my fucking father! 


| can see the blood. | don't like blood, AT ALL. Jeff does, he laughs when people fall, and get cut.or something 
worse happens. | don't get him, but he helps me so | don't question him. | need him now though, Ican't fucking 
move. We only have one phone, and it's down stairs, probably where he is, acting as though our lives are 


perfect. Liars, everyone of them. Mom too. Pah, as if she was a mother. 


| need to leave this hell hole. Izzy can come too, we'll got to LA, get rich, and famous... Yeah that's the life. 
Just the two of us at first, but then we'll meet others, and start a band. Call it, "Hollywood Rose... yeah. 
That's my dream. But first | gotta move.. God it hurts.. 


LA... my dream. 


And, our band will be perfect, not like his fake reality. 


Perfect. 
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Disclaimer: Don't own Axe.. sadly, becasue if | did, he'd never leave my house. 


1983 


Finally, | got the balls and left that shit hole called home. It sucked, and now, I'm gonna start making my dreams 


come true and no one's gonna stop me. If they do or even try, a bullets going through their ass hole. 


Just me and lz, we both hitch hicked across the country and now we're in La.. but | won't write what we had 
to do to get here. We walked into this bar right, real rice and shit and we saw these two dudes and one, man, 


he was a fuckin’ good guitarist. 


l'm not sure if he looks the part really, the way his hair falls over his face, people wouldn't be able to actually 
see him.. but goddamn, if *!'m* attracted to him, a fucking guy, then I'm sure chicks will dig em’. Izzy hates 
him though, says he's a fucking poser. Izzy doesn't like anybody and he especially hates the drummer... 


| have no clue what to do. Izzy's so clingy lately and just won't leave me alone, one time | think he was trying 


to hit on me. | don't like that gay shit man, not for me.. even if | think "Slash" is kinda hot.. 


Well, anyway, all we need is a bassist and we're set. If Izzy can just stand Slash and Adler, we can make it, | 


know it. | just won't listen to Stradlin, I'll do my own thing to make us famous and I'll do a damn good job. 


Fucking famous.. 


Yeah, me.. Bi--Axl Rose.. 
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Disclaimer: Isn't... true... sigh 


1984 


Yeah, um... are dia--Journals gay... 
Fuck | hope not man. l'm not no fucking fag that writes in his diary after some mushy shit happens. 
But.. some mushy shit #did™ fucking happen. 


| was just sitting there right, watching the sun go down when all of a sudden Slash fucking hugs me from 
behind! | was.. okay well, | hugged back, but that's not the point. l'm not gay, never been and never will be. 


And he hugged mel! | just.. it was weird. Not how ya hug a chick at all, not how you hug Erin at all... it was 
different. And maybe, | liked it. He grabbed my ass too, do all guys do that? | don't *do* hugs so | wouldn't 


know.We were on tour and all, but still? 


Izzy saw. That was a good way to spend the afternoon Yeah, he wasn't too happy about it either. 
More..*drama*. God, | hate drama. And Izzy tells me l'm a drama queen, dude, look in your fucking mirror. 
‘What, so you two are fucking now? | think | know why Slashy's in the band now huh: And it went on and on 


and on.. 
Dear God. And on top of all this shit, we still need a fucking bass player. 
Ugh. 


But, the only person actually *not® bitching at me is, ironically Slash. He's too mellow to bitch and calm. But | 
still.. | still hate when Izzy's pissed at me, it's just a weird thing between us. Ever since 4th grade, we suddenly 
stoped all our fights because we knew they didn't matter. If we had one, we'd both immediatly apoloize because 


being pissed at Izzy, is like being pissed at some alone puppy that just like, needs you. 


That made no sense really, but my point is ya can't do it man 


Not with Iz. With his big, brown eyes that you get lost in for days. Erins eyes aren't that pretty, neither are 
Slashs’. 


But they're dark and mysterious. 


And, just maybe, | think | like them best. 


